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can you unscramble these letters to find the name of the famous 
company that publishes the thrilling action comic magazines 
displayed below! (ANSWER AT BOTTOM OF THE PACE) 
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EVERY PROP OF WATER O YOU'RE 
MU5T 00 ! THAT LAKE BED 
MUST BE BONE DRY WHEN ,/M ft. WE STRUM. 




^ffJE JOB OF DRAINING THE LAKE COMPLETE- 
LY DRY SEEMED TO BE ENDLESS. FOR THE 
LAKE WAS STUBBORN AND SEEMED TO 
STRU5GLE TO REFILL ITSELF, SCORNFUL OF 
THE MODERN TECHNOLOGY THAT JUSTIN 
WAS BRINGING To BEAR .' 

| — * * SH E' 5 fl ™UGH 

MY BANK ACCOUNT *-v NUT TO CRACK, ' . 
IS GOING DRY QUICKER ) MR. WESTRUM.ANP 
THAN THE LAKE.' y—r^ THERE'S A GOOD 
REASON FDR IT. 




I'M PRETTY SURE 
THE LAKE IS BEINO 
FED OUT THERE BY 
AN UNDERGROUND 
SPRING ALMOST AS 
FAST AS WE CAN TAKE) MACK'S BODY 
THE WATER OUT'jtS INTO THE LAKE 
WHERE I FIRST 
SAW THE EYE 



HmAVI HEAVILY 
IN DEBT, JUSTIN 
MOH E3AGE3 THE 
MOTOR MANU- 
FACTURING 
SUSIHfSS FOR 
WHICH HE HftD 
KILIEP MACK 
Wll»H. NOTOHW 
WAS HI BURYING 
SVERY CENT OF 
K15 OWN IK m 
LAKE, iUT THE 
BLOOD-MONEY 
HI HdO MUAPEREC 
POH.TOO. 



, FORTUNE.' 



THE BOSS SAYS ) WHO KNOWS ? V 
>THI5 CRAZY JOB J SOMETHING MUST 
15 COSTING A f/ BE EATING AWAY A 
AT THE GUY WHO'5 
f FOOTING THE BILLS. 
MAYBE HE'S BUILD' 
[ ING HIMSELF A 
~ TOMBSTONE 
<0U1 HERE 
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HE TIME WAS NIGHT... THE PLACE A LAB^F 
GLOOMY MANSION IN THE 5 HA8&V PART 
OF A LARGE CITY/ A GROUP OF GAV 
PEOPLE. STUDENTS OF THE OCCULT 

Tul^n^F AB0DE 0F ' COUNT dS 5 NI, 
THE RENOWNED MEDIUM ' 




I'm SEEN BETTER SET-UPS \ 
ATA CARNIVAL/AND THAD 
TO COME ALONG WITH THIS 
NUTTY CROWD! LVE COULD y 
HAVE GONE TO A 
GOOD MOVIE, 

ANNA . iMBB 
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The lishts dimmed, a cheap song sounded 

■entered the spacious room.' 



WELCOME, MEMBERS 
OF THE VEIL /I "' 
COUNT OKA'S N 
SEEKER OF 
ELEMENTAL 
TRUTHS... AT 
YOUR SERVICE 




COUNT- WE WERE SO 
THRILLED AT YOUR. 
LAST DEMONSTRATION 
WILL YOU BRING BACK 
MY DEAR DEPARTED 
SI5TER AGAIN" 



■ ~m 

IFALL OFVOU WILL NOW WNDLY SIT AT THIS i 
TABLE AND SPREAD OUT YOUR FINGERS SO THAT 
THE TIPS OF EACH WILL TOUCH THE 
FINGERS OF SOMEONE ELSE, 
WE WILL BEGIN ' 




YOUNG MAN.. THERE ARE SOME 
PEOPLE MORE THAN OTHERS WHO 
ARE EXTREMELY PSYCHIC TO THE 
SPIRITS.'! AM ONE OF THESE.' YOU, 
PERHAPS ARE NOT/ SO 
NOTHING HAPPENS TO 
YOU PLEASE UNDERSTAND 
AND COOPERATE By 

KEEPING . 

SILENT/ fi SORRY 




'HE SEANCE BEGAN. 
DRASNI BENT TO HIS 
TASK WITH ALL THE 
'ARAPHERNAUA AT HI' 
COMMAND.' SUDDENLY 
HE STIFFENED ONLY TO SLUMP 
DEEPER INTO HIS CHAIR/ 




U/ARREN TKAVERS HAD LOOKED 
U&N THE PROCEePINGS WITH 
CYNICISM.' NOW AS DCASNI 
* STOPPED TALKsNCi THE YOUNG 
MAN FELT A STRANGE LASSITUDE 
f n CREEPING UPON HIM.' 

..-WHAT'S COME 
5 OVER ME? I CAN'T 
1 MOVE A MUSCLE.. 

t My bodyt 

GROWH " " 
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™EKX>» BEGAN TO SnUMWE 
■ » A10RE SWIFTLY UNTIL IT SEEMED 
7 UKE A WHIRLPOOL FKM WHICH UH F4M- 

BE DREAMING; 



, ^S/,f VE 5 YT i IING IS TDO CLEAR' GOOD" \ 
^to^AWDI DIDN'T BEUEVe H(M/IMUST A _ 
BE ONE OF THE SENSITIVE PEOR F HE 
SPOKE ASOUT/J...I WANT TO FLV " 
TO SOAR UP AND OUT.../ 
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WEDIUM COULD NOT HEAR HIM.'NO LIVING 
THINS COULD' THE SEANCE WA5 OVER! HE 

JSedthecrbtuRE'nhjsbodv 
■ escort anna to the door 
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KILL HARRIS, six-foot four-inch news- 
paper man and former football star at 
Michigan, boarded the clipper ship in Ham- 
burg, Germany. He was heading back to the 
United States after a whirlwind six-week tour 
of Europe. Locked in his briefcase was enough 
material for the dozen articles his editor on 
the Chronicle had assigned him to write. 

He walked down the aisle, located his seat, 
and carefully stowed his briefcase on the over- 
head rack. The man sitting next to him looked 
up as he sat down. Bill extended his hand and 
said, "Harris is my name. Bill Harris. I'm 
headed for New York." That was his style- If 
he was going to sit next to a man for thirteen 
hours he might as well be on speaking terms. 

The man shook Bill's hand lightly. "Wil- 
helm Koch is my name. I, too, am bound for 
New York," 

Bill stared at Koch's face intently for a mo- 
ment. He was trying to dig into his memory, 
way back— at least seven or eight years hack. 
He had seen that face somewhere and it was 
not one he liked. It was something hateful, 
something to be despised. But he couldn't 
remember why. . . . 

"Are you headed for New York on business, 
Mr. Koch?" Bill asked. 

Koch looked up suspiciously from the maga- 
eine he was reading. "In a sense, yes. I have 
many things to attend to in the United States." 

As they talked, the plane suddenly started 
to gather speed along the runway and in a 
matter of seconds it was airborne. Bill felt it 
bank sharply over the Hamburg airport and 
head out over the North Sea. Koch braced him- 
self quickly. 

"This is my first air trip, you know, and it 
is indeed a strange experience." Bill smiled in 
reply. 

The plane climbed higher and higher and 
finally leveled off at thirty thousand feet. Bill 
looked at Koch, There was something painfully 
familiar about that face. And yet the features 
had been altered slightly, perhaps a mustache 
shaved off to fool a casual observer. 

"How soon do we pass over London, Mr. 
Koch?" Bill asked suddenly as an idea oc-. 
curred to him. Below he had sighted an island 
which had served as a landmark for both 



German and Allied bombers during the last 
war. Koch stared down at the island. "Three 
hundred and fifty-four miles to London," he 
said tersely. 

Bill bit his upper lip. "Thank you." His 
mind was whirling. For a man who had never 
flown before Koch was certainly familiar with 
the landmarks. Bill carefully studied the man's 
face out of the corner of his eye. He knew that 
face. Koch was wanted someplace for some- 
thing. Bill didn't know where or why, but he 
knew that Koch was a hunted man. 

Koch put down his magazine. "The plane 
certainly runs smoothly, doesn't it, Mr. Koch?" 
Bill asked. 

"It is very nice. But, of course, I know .little 
about these things." 

The conversation died off as suddenly as it 
had begun. It was obvious that Koch didn't 
want to talk. Bill craned his neck, looking out 
through the wide window at Koch's side. 
Billowy cloud formations flew past quickly and 
occasionally a shower of sparks from the 
plane's exhaust streaked through the sky. As 
the plane roared on Bill was thinking of some 
way to draw Koch into conversation. Perhaps 
he could trick him into revealing his true 
identity. 

Suddenly Koch, his face frozen in terror, 
rammed his elbow into Bill's side. Bill looked 
up, astounded. Outside the window of the 
plane, which was then cruising at over three 
hundred and fifty miles an hour at thirty- 
thousand feet, was the determined face of an 
airman! He was dressed in the battle gear of a 
United States Army pilot of World War two. 
The letters USAF were printed across his hel- 
met. His goggles were pulled down over his 
eyes and his mouth was twisted in a horrifying 
and triumphant sneer. He stared intently at 
Koch for a few moments, then pushed the 
goggles back onto his forehead, revealing a 
pdir of cold, expressionless blue eyes. Koch 
tried to scream but though his mouth was wide 
open in horror, no sound escaped! The face in 
the window smiled grimly for a few more mo- 
ments and then quietly a pistol butt was raised 
and the window was smashed in loudly. Then 
a hand holding a .45 caliber pistol was ex- 
tended into the cabin. Bill heard a quiet laugh 
and then Koch managed to let out- one last 
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agonized scream for mercy. But it wag too 
late! The gun went off with a loud bang and 
Koth slumped over in his seat — dead! 

As the echo of the shot died away, and the 
passengers on the plane slowly realized what 
had happened, they were thrown into a near 
panic. Word was sent forward to the Captain 
and in a few moments the stewardesses had 
the situation well in hand. A terse message 
was radioed ahead and four hours later the 
plane landed in New York. 

Police Inspector Carr pushed his hat back on 
his head. "Are you sure nothing was touched, 
Captain?" he asked. Captain Milgrove, pilot 
of the huge clipper, nodded, "Nothing at all." 

Carr shook his head as he" surveyed the 
scene. He walked over to the seat and rolled 
the body over slowly. "/Look here," he ex- 
claimed, "a gun." A regulation U. S. army .45. 
He picked the weapon up and carefully 
wrapped it in a clean cloth. "We'll have it 
examined for prints. Meanwhile, let's get the 
body off the plane and Have some pictures 
taken." 

Two members of the police laboratory squad 
were called in and after a few photographs had 
been taken the body was carried away. As the 
stretcher was borne out through the open door 
of the plane Bill took one last look at the face 
of the dead man. Something was awakening in 
his memory . . . 

"Inspector, I'll be over at the Chronicle 
building in case you need me for questioning. 
I may have something for you in a few hours 
anyway." 

"O.K., Harris, and thanks." 

Bill hopped into a cab and flashed over to the 
Chronicle building. He dashed through the 
lobby into an elevator and got out a few mo- 
ments later on the sixth floor. He raced down 
the hall into the "morgue" and grabbed a 
photo file marked "Germany." Quickly turning 
to the folder marked "Military Leaders", he 
leafed his way through impatiently. Suddenly 
he had it! The face of Wilhelm Koch stared 
at him from a nine-by-twelve inch glossy pho- 
tograph. Only his name wasn't Koch! It was 
Gerhardt Brechner. a Colonel in the German 
Luftwaffe. Bill sped over to the story file on 
Brechner and read one slory after another 
about' him. "Brechner machine-guns, bomber 
crew as it parachutes." "Brechner kills four as 
they bail out of flaming RAF plane." One 
story after another told the same tale. Brech- 
ner, the butcher of the air, as he was called, 
had gained a wide-spread reputation for the 
murdering in cold blood of parachuting Allied 



airmen. After the war he had been sought * 
throughout Germany for his infamous waij, 
crimes, but no trace of him was ever dis- . 
covered. 

But how did this all tie together? How 
could a face suddenly appear in the window 
of an airliner, smash the glass and shoot a 
man seated there? Bill didn't believe in the 
supernatural, but there was certainly no othei 
explanation for what bad happened. And then 
the gun. Would there be prints on it? Perhaps 
that would explain everything. 

Bill dashed out of the Chronicle office over 
to the police headquarters. Inspector Carr was 
seated in the laboratory, awaiting the results 
of the fingerprint tests. 

"Any leads, Harris?" he asked as Bill 
rushed in. 

"Yeah, inspector, the dead man isn't Wil- 
helm Koch. He is Gerhardt 'Brechner, some- 
times called the Butcher of the Luftwaffe. 
Had a nice trick of machine-gunning para- 
chuting airmen. They've been looking all over 
Europe for him. Seems someone got him before 
the police." 

"OK, Harris, but how did he get shot 
through the window of that plane? Don't tell 
me that the angels did it." 

"Inspector," called the Laboratory techni- 
cian/'the results are here. It's a regulation .45 
caliber Army Air Force Weapon. The prints 
belonged to Lt. Glenn Caldwell, an air force 
fighter pilot killed in action during the war." 

ttf* 'MON, inspector," shouted Bill, "I 
think we've got this solved!" They 
dashed out of the building into a police car 
and sped over to the "morgue" at the Chronicle 
building. Bill hunted among the files for a few 
minutes and then pulled out a group of clip- 
pings on Lt. Glenn Caldwell, USAF, killed in 
action July 6, 1944. The inspector and Bill 
read through the stories. Slowly a loo£ of 
horror came over them. 

The clipping before them read: "London, 
July 6, 1944. Lt. Glenn Caldwell, who vowed 
to avenge the death of, his parachuting brother 
at the hands of the Luftwaffe's infamous 
Col. Brechner died today at the hands of hi? 
brother's killer. While tracking the German 
oyer the North Sea he developed engine 
trouble and had to bail out. His last radio 
message was : 'Hav* to hit the silk even though 
Brechner is around. But I'll get him sooner or 
later no matter what happens I'" 
THE END 
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a big, new book ior 
MODEL BUILDERS 




At Your Local Newsstand 75 Cents a Copy 



